S
fike a dog on the farm, and the
Egighbors were jeering at “Ugly

&-"

But the Prince Charming did
come at jast. He was Joe Lang,
now the Ugly Duckling’s hus-
band.

“I used to be the most miser-
able girl in the world,” said Mrs.
Lang, as she sat weeping in court
toda :

Y.

"1 used to be so lonely—no one
can koow how lonely a girl who
is ugly, who is laughed at for her
ugliness, becomes.

“I know my own father hated
me for my ugliness. I kmew that
was why he made me work, work,
work. He told me thonsands of
times that no oneé ever wanted to
see my ugly face, -

“And at nights 1 would go to
bed all tired out and cry because
God had made me so different
from other girls, who had beaux
and friends, and were happy,

“l had nobody—not even my
mother, My mother left father
when | was only a baby, you
know. 1 think that is anotheg
reason he hates me.

“I hoped and I hoped that same
day a man would come along who
did not want a pretty wife, and
that he would fall in love with
me.

“1 did so want a man to love
me, and [ knew that I would love
him in return 48 never 2 man was
loved before.

“All T would ask was that he
wonldn't look at me with the ex-
pression of disgust I saw on the
faces of the boys I knew every
ime we met.

kdow what love was, W en joe
Lang came along.

EFhe first time T met him T felt
myself melt, and I knew that at
last T was to know loye.

“There was no disgust in his
eyes when he looked at me that
first time. There tiever has been
since.

“Joe began calling on me eve
night. He never noticed mr,;
homeliness.  He never paid any
attention to the stories people
told about me. He was so nice
and kmd- He was the only per-
son in the world who ever told
me I was pretty enough for him.

“Father tried to separate Joe
and me. He told him to quit call-
ing. I suppose he hated to lose
his drudge.

“But Joe and I met anyhow,
and I defied my father. Why
shouldn't T have? What had he
ever done for me?

“Joe proposed to me. T accept- i
ed. I told father about it. Father
went to Joe and told him stories
about me. Joe told him he would
have thrashed him for doing so if
he had not been my father.

“So, on December 2, we were
married. It was just five weeks
after 1 first met Joe, and I worked
all that day making the weddng
£

¢ next morning Joe kissed
me -bye and went to work,
and I sat there at home thi :
how wonderful it was €0 Have 3 -
man love me.

“Then the trouble came. Car-




